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GOOD  TEMPLAR  SONG  BOOK, 

THE  JUVENILE  SOIREE. 


Tune — “ Rouse,  Brothers,  Rouse:’ 

Come,  children,  come,  and  gather  all  around  us. 

We  are  Good  Templars,  happy,  young,  and  free 
Many  and  rich  are  the  blessings  that  surround  us — 

. We’ll  share  them  with  you  at  our  Juvenile  Soiree. 

We  cannot  breathe  the  fumes  of  public  houses. 

We  love  the  pure  air  of  our  own  Templar’s  Hall ; 
And  all  who  would  enjoy  a pleasant  evening. 

Come,  spend  it  with  us — there  is  room  enough  for  all. 

Chorus — Come,  children,  come,  and  gather  all  around 
us. 

We  are  Good  Templars,  happy,  young,  and,  free  ; 
Many  and  rich  are  the  blessings  that  surround  us. 

We’ll  share  them  with  you  at  our  Juvenile  Soiree. 

Though  we  be  young,  our  hearts  are  brave  and  fear- 
less. 

We’ll  buckle  on  our  armour  ready  for  the  fight ; 
Long  have  our  fathers  been  the  slaves  of  Bacchus, 

We  must  subdue  him,  and  God  defend  the  right. 
Come,  children,  come,  and  raise  the  Templar’s  Standard, 
Let  us  go  forth,  with  a bold,  determined  hand. 

With  Heaven  for  our  guide,  and  freedom  for  our  watch, 
word. 

We’ll  conquer  the  tyrant,  and  drive  him  from  our 
land. 

Chorus — Come,  children,  come,  &c. 


GOOD  TE^[PLAR•S  SONG. 


Tune — “ Will  you  come  to  the  Bower  P 

Come  one  and  all,  both  great  and  small, 
And  hear  Avhat  1 shall  say — 

AVe  are  a band  of  Templars, 

Come  join  with  us  1 pray  ; 

The  tyrant,  Bacchus,  long  has  reigned 
In  our  beloved  land  ; 

We  want  your  aid  to  crush  him  now. 

So  give  to  us  your*  hand 
Chorus — Come  along  and  join  our  song, 

A merry  band  are  we  : 

For  if  the  foe  we  would  o’erthrow. 
United  we  must  be. 

The  drunkard  groans  in  slavery's  chains. 
And  we  must  set  him  free  ; 

With  kindly  words  we’ll  bring  him  back 
To  life  and  liberty  ; 

^Ve’ll  form  a circle  round  him. 

And  protect  him  from  all  ill  \ . 

His  cry  is  raised  to  us  for  help. 

We’ll  give  it  with  good  will. 

Chorus — Come  along,  &c. 

We  want  the  young,  our  future  hope. 
And  this  shall  be  our  rule — 

To  take  great  care  and  train  them  up 
In  our  Good  Templar  School ; 

That  when  our  earthly  race  is  run, 

A noble  Templar  Band, 

They  take  our  place  in  this  great  work. 
And  still  maintain  their  stand. 

Chorus — Come  along,  &c. 


Success  to  Brother  Jonathan, 

For  he  this  work  began, 

To  save  the  old  and  shield  the  young 
By  this  Good  Templar's  plan. 

And  now  our  bond  of  brotherhood 
Is  true,  and  firm,  and  strong; 

And  tho’  the  sea  divides  us  now. 

His  heart  can  join  our  song. 
Chorus — Come  along,  &c. 


MY  MITHER’S  ADVICE. 


Tune — “ Therms  nae  luck  aboot  the  Hoosc.'' 

Yae  day  my  mither  said  to  me. 

Oh,  Rab,  I think  ye’r  mad. 

Ye  should  gie  up  the  barley  bree. 

Enough  o’  it  ye’ve  had  ; 

Waes  me,  it’s  time  that  ye  would  think, 
Ye’r  now  a married  man  ; 

Gang  out  nae  mair  at  nicht  t’  drink. 

But  try  the  Templar’s  plan. 

Chorus — And  ye’ll  hae  pleesure  in  yer  hoose, 
Ye’r  wife  and  bairns  an’  a’ ; 

There’s  happiness  in  ilka  hoose 
When  strong  drink  is  awa’. 

Now  if  ye  wuld  be  doin’  richt 
Just  be  advised  by  me, 

Tak  Maggie  out  wi’  ye  at  nicht 
As  sune’s  ye  get  yer  tea. 

The  bairns  will  stay  at  hame  wi’  me. 

And  I’ll  do  a’  I can  ; 
d'his  nicht  begin,  its  no  ower  sune 
T’  try  the  Templar’s  i)lan. 

Chorus — And  ye’ll  hae  pleesure,  &c. 
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Yer  cronies  ca’  ye  a’  that’s  guid, 

And  ye  believe  they’re  richt ; 

But  wait  till  want  or  trouble  comes, 
Ye’ll  see  they’ll  a’  tak’  flicht : 

But,  mind  ye,  Maggie’s  nae  like  them. 
She’ll  stick  to  ye  like  glue  ; 

If  ye  be  wise,  tak’  my  advice. 

Make  her  yer  cronie  noo. 

Chorus — And  ye’ll  hae  pleesure,  &c. 

Now  a’  the  time  my  mither  spak’ 

The  tear  was  in  her  e’e  ; 

I signed  my  name  that  very  nicht. 

And  oh,  how  glad  was  she. 

That  mither’s  voice  nae  mair  I’ll  hear. 
She  now  lies  cold  in  death  ; 

But  t’  our  hearts  she’ll  aye  be  dear 
As  long  as  we  hae  breath. 

Chorus — For  now  I’ve  pleesure  in  my  hoose. 
My  wife  and  bairns  an’  a’,  &c. 


THE  SCOURGE  OF  THE  NATION. 


Tune — “ The  Swell  of  Creaiion." 

My  friends.  I’ve  come  to  sing  you  a song. 
Have  patience  and  I’ll  not  keep  you  long. 
For  we  are  here  to  let  you  see 
How  happy  we  can  be. 

Who  take  no  beer,  but  enjoy  good  cheer 
In  a social  cup  of  tea. 

Chorus — For  drink  is  the  greatest  scourge  of  the 
nation. 

It  causes  much  pain  and  great  vexation 
To  drive  it  out  is  our  expectation — 

My  Boys,  hurrah  ! 
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The  Good  Templars  are  a noble  Band, 

Join  together  both  heart  and  hand  ; 

Let  drinkers  laugh,  and  sneer,  and  scoff, 

We  heed  not  what  they  say — 

We’ll  boldly  fight  to  defend  the  right. 

And  we  shall  gain  the  day. 

Chorus — For  drink  is  the  greatest  scourge,  &c. 

And  now  my  song  is  nearly  done. 

Come,  be  Good  Templars  every  one. 

Before  I go  I’ll  have  you  to  know 
I love  the  Templars’  cause  ; 

You’ll  give  me  more  delight  if  you  join  us  this  night 
Than  all  your  grand  applause. 

Chorus — For  drink  is  the  greatest  scourge,  &c. 

ENCORE. 

I think  my  song  has  pleased  you  all, 

I hope  when  next  on  you  I call 
That  you  shall  be  Good  Templars  all, 

And  give  to  us  your  hand  ; 

For  now  I find  that  you  are  inclined 
To  join  our  Templar  Band. 

Chorus — For  drink  is  the  greatest  scourge,  &c. 


I HARDLY  THINK  I WILL.  ’ 


Tune — “ Woman's  Resolution." 

I’m  a poor  unhappy  mortal. 

As  I walk  along  the  street. 

With  these  words  I’m  accosted 
By  every  one  I meet — 

“ Come,  join  with  us  Good  Templars, 
And  we’ll  do  you  good,  dear  Bill !” 
But  I won’t  give  up  my  toddy. 

So  I hardly  think  I will. 


6 


I poked  into  a meeting, 

As  I liked  to  hear  a song, 

And  I crept  into  a corner. 

But  I hadn’t  been  there  long 
When  a fellow  cries,  “ Holloa  there. 

Good  evening.  Brother  Bill, 

Come  join  with  us  Good  Templars  !” 

“ No  ; I hardly  think  I will  !” 

There’s  a modest  little  maiden, 

And  I love  her  as  my  life  ; 

Two  days  ago  1 asked  her 
If  she  would  be  my  wife; 

But  she  blushed  and  softly  whispered, 

“If  you’re  in  earnest.  Bill, 

You  must  first  join  tlie  Good  Templars, 

If  you  don’t  1 never  will.” 

Now,  1 love  the  girl  sincerel}'. 

And  I know  that  she  loves  me  ; 

And  I’m  quite  determined 
Her  husband  I shall  be. 

Then,  kind  friends,  come  bid  me  welcome, 
Take  the  hand  of  Brother  Bill, 

For  I can’t  afford  to  lose  her. 

So  I really  think  I will. 


FAITH,  FIOPE,  AND  CHARITY.— THE  GOOD 
TEMPLAR  BAND. 


Air — “ The  Rijles  of  EnghvuL" 

The  Stars  and  the  Stripes,  with  the  Red,  White,  and 
Blue, 

Now  banded  together  in  Brotherhood  true  ; 

In  h’aith,  Hope,  and  Love,  we  now  answer  the  call, 
'Po  deliver  our  land  from  the  Drink-Demon’s  thrall. 
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Chorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along 
1 o support  what  is  right,  to  oppose  what  is  wrong  ! 
He  who  like  a hero  undaunted  would  stand, 

Let  him  cast  in  his  lot  with  our  Good  Templar 'Band. 

As  a corps  of  Good  Templars,  we’re  ready  to  fight 
(Like  our  namesakes  of  old)  in  defence  of  the  right ; 
Ourselves  and  our  children,  our  homes  ever  dear. 

It  is  these  to  protect  that  we  all  volunteer. 

Chorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along,  &c. 

Our  duty  as  Templars,  the  glory  we  seek. 

Is  to  rescue  the  fallen,  to  strengthen  the  weak ; 

• ’Gainst  drink  as  a beverage  to  raise  a crusade. 

And  stamp  out  in  toto  its  sale  as  a trade. 

Chorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along,  &c. 

Though  Fashion  at  first  may  recoil  from  our  “grip,” 
Though  members  themselves  from  their  fealty  may 
slip. 

Though  foes  may  malign,  and  the  Publicans  sneer. 
Though  temjDtation  be  strong — let  us  still  persevere, 
Chorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along,  &c. 

Tlien  a new  phase  of  life  and  society  see. 

When  tyrannous  customs  and  prejudice  flee  ; 

When  States  will  no  longer  a revenue  draw 
From  that  which  is  evil,  though  sanctioned  by  law. 
Chorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along,  &c. 

Till  then  let  us  work,  and  till  then  let  us  pray, 

As  onward  and  upward  we  march  on  our  way ; 

Till,  the  war  being  ended,  we  conquering  rise. 

And  the  Good  Templar  Banner  victoriously  flies. 
Ghorus — Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along,  &c. 
BROTHER  NEIL, 

Drop  Lodge,  Edinburgh. 
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THE  DRUMMER  BOV. 


Tune — “ Finnigan's  JVake.” 

There  lived  in  the  town  where  I was  born 
A fine  young  man  called  John  MacGee, 

He  went  and  enlisted  for  a Soldier, 

One  day  when  he  was  on  the  Spree  ; 

He  was  fond  of  a little  Drummer  Boy, 

A staunch  Good  Templar,  by  the  way, 

And  every  time  he  beat  the  drum, 

I'lrese  were  the  words  it  seemed  to  say — 
Chorus — “Come  and  join  our  Templar  Standard, 
Come  with  us  both  small  and  great ; 

Now’s  the  time  for  you  to  help  us 
Don’t  put  off  till  it  be  too  late.” 

So  every  day  and  every  night 
John  heard  that  voice  from  out  the  drum  ; 
Said  he,  “ No  doubt  the  boy  is  right. 

Farewell  to  brandy,  beer,  and  rum  ; 

These  words  keep  running  in  my  ear. 

I’ll  follow  him  without  delay 
So,  true  to  his  word,  he  joined  the  Order, 

And  cried  to  his  comrades  night  and  day — 
Chorus — Come  and  join  our  Templar  Standard,  &c. 

One  night  a man  came  up  to  John, 

I think  his  name  was  Sergeant  Brown, 

Said  he,  “ You’re  crazy,  you  Good  Templars, 
Turning  the  world  upside  down 
“ Ah,  Brown,”  said  John,  “ that’s  what  we  want. 
The  w orld’s  on  its  wrong  side  now,  ’tis  true. 

So  come  and  lielp’s  to  set  it  right, 
d'liere’s  lots  of  work  for  me  and  you.” 

Chorus — Come  and  join  our  Templar  Standard,  &c. 

Brown  took  his  advice,  and  Jolm  kept  crying, 

“ Come  and  join  our  Templar  Band,” 
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Till  all  his  comrades  did  the  same, 

And  the  news  soon  spread  throughout  the  land ; 
Then  let  us  follow  their  example, 

For,  thanks  to  John  and  the  Drummer  Boy, 
We  have  now  a Regiment  of  staunch  Good 
Templars, 

Banded  together  in  love  and  joy. 

Chorus — Come  and  join  our  Templar  Standard,  &c. 

WHEN  I WAS  A YOUNG  GIRL. 

Tune — “ The  Old  Maid  of  Fifty-Threer 
When  I was  a young  girl,  like  many  who  arehere, 
I was  happy,  as  happy  could  be. 

With  prospects  bright  and  fair. 

Of  good  luck  I had  my  share. 

And  everything  went  right  with  me. 

In  time  I got  married,  and  many  were  the  friends 
Who  would  kindly  invite  me  to  tea  ; 

The  bottle  then  went  round. 

For  a month  or  so  I found,  , 

Half-a-glass  was  quite  enough  for  me. 

But  my  appetite  increased,  till  in  less  than 
half-a-year 

Every  day  I had  glasses  two  or  three ; 

No  one  could  think  it  wrong. 

As  I didn’t  feel  quite  strong, 

■ Cold  water  wouldn’t  do  for  m.e. 

The  glass,  like  a serpent,  it  stung  me  to  the  heart. 
From  its  folds  I can  never  get  free ; 

I wish  I could  give  up 
The  Drunkard’s  poisoned  cup. 

Or  it  soon  shall  make  an  end  of  me. 

I’ve  promised.  I’ve  resolved,  I’ve  struggled,  but 
in  vain. 

Yet  I’ll  make  one  trial  to  be  free. 

If  some  Good  Templar  Band 


TO 


A\’ould  take  me  by  the  hand, 

And  see  what  they  can  do  for  me. 

Now  all  you  young  girls,  take  a friendly  advice, 
And  if  happy  old  women  you  would  be. 

To  drink  don’t  be  inclined,  or  some  day  perhaps 
you’ll  find 

You  are  slaves  to  the  bottle  like  me. 


A JOLLY  OLD  WOMAN  AM  I. 


Tune — “ Uncle  Sam." 

My  friends,  you  have  heard  of  Uncle  Sam, 
And  old  Aunt  Sally  too, 

But  the  song  which  I’m  about  to  sing. 

Is  neither  old  nor  new  ; 

But  just  about  the  game  in  life 
That  I would  have  you  play. 

For  if  you’d  come  and  join  with  us. 

You’ll  never  rue  the  day. 

Chorus — For,  ph  dear  me, 

A jolly  old  woman  am  I ; 

The  game  of  Total  Abstinence 
Is  the  one  you  ought  to  try. 

Young  ladies  when  you  marry, 

I hope  you  all  shall  see. 

Your  husband  is  the  boy  that  takes 
No  stronger  drink  than  tea  : 

And  you  young  men  who  wish  to  lead 
A happy  married  life, 

You  must  be  sure  and  try  to  find 
A good  Teetotal  Wife.  ^ 

Chorus — For,  oh  dear  me,  &c. 

Just  look  at  yonder  toper. 

To  the  public-house  he  goes ; 

You  see  the  blush  has  left  his  cheeks 
And  settled  on  his  nose. 


His  heart  is  sad,  his  pockets  light — 
Oh,  what  a fool  is  he  ; 

Fm  sure  if  he  would  join  our  game. 
How  happy  he  would  be. 

Chorus — For  oh  dear  me,  &c. 

But  now  it’s  time  that  I should  stop, 
So  I’ll  conclude  my  song. 

And  hope  you’ll  all  excuse  me, 

As  I’ve  kept  you  rather  long  ; 

And  if  there  should  be  any  here ' 
Who  have  not  signed  their  name. 
Don’t  leave  the  hall  till  one  and  all 
Have  joined  our  Abstinence  game. 
Chorus — Foi-j  oh  dear  me,  &c. 


THE  GOOD  TEMPLAR’S  ABC. 


Tune — “ The  Private  Still." 

A stands  for  America, 

Where  our  Order  first  began  ; 

B for  bond  of  Brotherhood 

Which  exists  ’twixt  man  and  man  ; 

C for  Christian  charity. 

By  which  we  shall  be  proved  ; 

D for  drink,  our  country’s  scourge, 

Which  soon  shall  be  removed  ; 

E energy,  for  which  I know 
Our  Worthy  Chiefs  are  famed  ; 

F faithfulness  to  all  the  laws 
In  our  constitution  named  ; 

G for  our  Good  Templar  Grip, 

The  grasp  of  friendship’s  hand ; 

And  H “ The  Heart  of  Midlothian  Lodge,” 
Second  to  none  in  tlie  land  ; 

I for  independence. 

Which  here  is  to  be  found  \ 
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J for  the  joy  which  in  the  homes 
Of  the  rescued  doth  abound  ; 

K our  good  friend,  Professor  Kirk, 

In  our  ranks  he  leads  the  van  ; 

And  L for  love,  which  we  must  feel 
For  every  fallen  man  ; 

M for  moral  suasion 

By  which  we  must  draw  them  here  ; 

N for  the  news  from  other  parts 
Which  doth  us  greatly  cheer  ; 

O for  our  Obligation, 

A most  sacred  thing,  I think,  . 

And  P for  tlie  Permissive  Bill, 

Which  shall  sweep  away  the  drink. 

Q for  our  quarter-day. 

When  our  accounts  must  all  be  clear  ; 

R for  our  regalia 

At  which  fools  scoff  and  sneer  ; 

S for  the  signs  by  means  of  which 
We  recognise  a brother ; 

And  T for  trust  which  Templars  all 
Must  place  in  one  another  ; 

U for  union,  without  which 
We  never  can  be  strong  ; 

V for  victory  o’er  the  foe. 

Which  we  shall  have  ere  long  f 

W for  water  pure, 

God’s  precious  gift  to  man  ; 

And  X let  every  one  excel 
His  brother  if  he  can  ; 

Y for  the  young  whom  we  must  train — 
'I'hey  are  our  future  hope  ; 

Z for  zeal  in  our  great  cause. 

So  here  I now  must  stop. 

And  thank  you  for  the  attention 
You  have  bestowed  on  me. 

While  I in  rambling  rhyme  have  sung 
My  Good  Templar’s  ABC. 
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PARODY  ON  “CAMLACHIE  TAM.” 


Tune — “ Ca7nlachie  Tam." 

Nae  dout  ye’ve  heard  o’  that  young  man 
They  ca’  “ Camlachie  Tam” — 

I need  na’  tell  ye  I’m  no  him  ; 

Ye  ken  fine  wha  I am. 

It  gi’es  me  mickle  pleasure,  frien’s, 

T’  meet  ye  here  the  nicht : 

An’  if  ye  pay  attention  now 
I’ll  tell  what  I think  richt. 

Come  listen  to  my  sang, 

I winna  keep  ye  lang. 

And  ye  maun  tell  me  when  I’m  done 
If  I’ve  said  aught  that’s  wrang. 

Gin  ye  gang  out  ye’ll  meet  wi’  frien’s 
That  scoff  and  gibe  and  jeer. 

And  tell  ye  we’re  a set  o’  fules 
That  canna’  tak’  our  beer  ; 

But  ye  maun  stop  them  at  the  first. 

And  tell  them  that’s  enough. 

For  there’s  mony  a yin  been  led  awa’ 
Through  listening  to  sic  stuff ; 

For  if  wi’  them  ye  gang. 

Ye’ll  find  it  out  ere  lang. 

They’ve  been  yer  worst  frien’s  after  a’ — 
Now  dae  ye  think  that’s  wrang? 

Should  Templars  ever  chance  to  fa’ 

And  gossips  hear  their  name. 

The  news  ’ill  spread  like  wildfire. 

And  they’ll  no  gang  back  for  shame  ; 

But  we  maun  get  a hand  o’  them, 

And  whisper  in  their  ear, 

“ We  micht  ha’  done  the  same  ourselves. 
Then  come,  and  never  fear  f 
Y^e’!!  tak’  them  by  the  hand, 
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And  at  their  side  we’ll  stand, 

And  say  they’ll  be  a credit  yet 
To  a gallant  Templar  band. 

For  if  we  really  wish  t’  live 
Like  sister  and  like  brither, 

We  maun  hae  lots  o’  kindly  words 
T’  speak  t’  yin  anither  : 

Our  cause  is  sure  to  prosper  then, 
For  folks  outside  will  see 
That  truth  and  richt’s  upon  our  side, 
And  Templars  they  maun  be. 

So  now  I’ll  stop  my  sang, 

I mauna  sing  ower  lang  ; 

T’  keep  ye  after  ten  o’clock 
It  would  be  very  vTang. 

WHY  DO  PEOPLE  DRINK? 


Tune — “ Bow-ow-ow^ 

Queer  questions  I have  often  heard. 

As,  Why  have  men  to  labour  ? 

What  do  i^eople  marry  for  ? 

And  also,  who’s  my  neighbour  ? 

But  there’s  one  that  I would  ask. 

Of  it  I often  think,  sirs, 

I hope  some  one  will  answer  me. 

It’s — Why  do  people  drink,  sirs  ? 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow — 

Will  you  tell  me  what  do  people  drink  for  now  ? 
Some  say  they  drink  for  company. 

Some  say  it  is  the  fashion. 

Some  drink  to  cool  their  tempers  down 
When  they  get  in  a passion  \ 

And  I have  heard  some  say  they  drink 
To  give  them  pluck  to  speak,  sirs  ; 

Some  say  they  drink  because  they’re  strong. 

And  some  because  they’re  weak,  sirs. 
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Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  &c. 

In  winter,  time  of  frost  and  snow, 

Two  men  are  in  the  street,  sirs — 

“ I say.  Bill,  stop  and  look  at  this. 

Why  here’s  a perfect  treat,  sirs 
“ Excuse  me,  Tom,  I feel  so  cold, 

I really  cannot  stop,  sirs.” 

“ Come  here,  man.  I’ll  soon  make  you  warm, 
I’ve  got  a little  drop,  sirs.” 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  &c. 

And  also  in  the  summer. 

When  with  heat  we  scarce  can  stand,  sirs, 
These  men  will  meet  and  kindly  shake 
Each  other  by  the  hand,  sirs — 

“ Holloa,  I’m  glad  to  see  you. 

It’s  so  long  since  we  did  meet,  sirs. 

Come  in  and  let  us  have  a drop 
To  keep  away  the  heat,  sirs.” 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  &c. 

At  six  o’clock,  when  workmen  drop. 

They  often  meet  together. 

And  talk  of  all  the  daily  news, 

Of  business  and  the  weather — 

Says  James  to  John,  “ I feel  so  tired, 

I’ve  had  a heavy  day,  sirs ; 

I think  .we’d  better  have  a dram 
To  help  us  on  our  way,  sirs.” 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  &c. 

A man  has  got  no  work,  apd  has 
Some  money  left  to  spend,  sirs ; 

He  takes  a stroll  to  pass  the  time. 

And  meets  in  with  a friend,  sirs  ; 

^‘Ah,  Bob,  I see  you’re  out  of  work. 

And  I am  idle  too,  sirs  ; 

We  may  just  have  a dram,  because 
We’ve  nothing  else  to  do,  sirs.” 
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Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  Szc. 

For  old  and  young,  for  grave  and  gay, 

For  men  of  every  station. 

It  seems  a very  handy  thing. 

To  suit  each  class  and  nation  ; 

But  if  the  paper  you  take  up, 

And  find  what  there  is  written. 

You’d  almost  say  some  drink  to  get 
Their  names  in  the  North  Briiou. 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow,  &c. 

But  I must  own  I’m  puzzled  quite 
To  find  out  why  they  do  drink. 

Then  some  of  you  may  say  to  me 
“ I wonder  why  do  you  drink  ?’’ 

So  I shall  quickly  answer  that. 

To  finish  up  the  matter — 

I drink  when  I am  thirsty. 

And  I only  drink  cold  water. 

Chorus — Bow-ow-ow — 

So  you  see  I’ve  told  you  what  I drink  for  now. 


BARLEY  BREE. 

Tune — “ The  Brisk  Young  JFooer." 

A lad  cam’ t’  bide  at  the  fit  o’  oor  stair. 

And  aften  I wished  he  had  never  cam’  there, 

For  his  weel-faurt  face,  and  his  black  curly  hair. 
Aye  set  my  puir  heart  agee. 

Chorus — For  a kinder,  cantier,  bonnier  lad, 

In  a’  the  hale  country-side  couldna’  be  had  ; 

He  just  had  yae  faut,  and  it  near  drove  me  mad. 
He  was  fond  o’  the  IBarley  Bree. 
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AVhen  I used  t’  gang  oot  at  nicht  for  a’  wee, 

That  bonny  young  lad  I was  sure  t’  see  : 

He  wuld  glower  and  wink  wi’  the  tail  o’  his  e’e, 
And  then  he  wuld  crack  wi’  me. 

Chorus — For  a kinder,  cantier,  bonnier  lad,  &c. 

Yae  day  he  cam’  up  when  my  mither  was  oot. 

Says  he,  “ Ye  maun  ken  what  I’m  wantin’,  nae  doot.” 
I couldna’  think  what  he  was  bletherin’  aboot. 

Till  he  asked  me  his  wife  to  be. 

Chorus — For  a kinder,  cantier,  bonnier  lad,  &c. 
Then  I stated  my  mind  withoot  ony  delay. 

Said  I,  “ If  that’s  a’  ye  have  gotten  t’  say 
» Ye’d  better  be  off,  so  I bid  ye  good  day  ; 

Ye’r  ower  fond  o’  the  drap  for  me.” 

Chorus — For  a kinder,  cantier,  bonnier  lad,  &c. 

Said  he,  “ That’s  a’  truth  ye  hae  tauld  me,  indeed. 
But  noo  I’ve  been  takin’  a thocht  i’  my  heed — 
That  yer  just  the  lassie  a body  wuld  need 
T’  keep  me  frae  Barley  Bree.” 

Chorus— For  a kinder,  cantier,  bonnier  lad,  &c. 

Then  I gied  him  my  hand  an’  a kiss  o’  my  moo. 

It’s  ten  years  since  we’ve  been  married  th’  noo  ; 

Since  that  very  day  I’ve  had  nae  cause  t’  rue. 

For  he’s  aye  a guid  husband  t’  me. 

Chorus — For  a kinder,  cantier,  soberer  lad. 

In  a’  the  hale  country-side  canna  be  had  ; 

He’s  joined  the  Guid  Templars  and  made  my 
heart  glad. 

An’  he  never  tastes  Barley  Bree. 


THE  PLEASANCE  TEMPERANCE  BAND. 
Tune — “ May.” 

Oh,  once  I was  a drunkard,  and  lived  in  constant 
dread, 
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For  I saw  that  thick,  dark  clouds  were  hanging  o’er 
my  head ; 

But  soon  the  Temperance  Sun  burst  forth  and  chased 
the  mist  away, 

And  here  I now  invite  you  all  to  sign  the  pledge  this 
day. 

Chorus — Come,  come  away,  for  why  will  you  delay  ? 

Come  join  the  Pleasance  Temperance  Band, 

And  you  shall  bless  the  day. 

My  old  companions  railed  on  me  when  first  the 
pledge  I signed. 

And  to  go  back  to  drink  with  them  I almost  felt 
inclined  ; 

But  there  were  men  with  kindly  hearts  who  took  me 
by  the  hand. 

And  while  I live  I’ll  humbly  thank  the  Pleasance 
Temperance  Band. 

Chorus — Come,  come  away,  &c. 

There’s  discord  in  the  drunkards’  homes,  they  fight 
and  stamp  and  swear, 

I’m  sure  with  me  you’ll  all  agree  that  peace  is  seldom 
there; 

But  in  the  homes  of  temperance  men  there’s  notliing 
to  annoy. 

But  all  is  perfect  hannony,  and  peace  and  love  and  joy. 

Chorus — Come,  come  away,  &c. 

Let  drinking  men  do  what  they  will,  our  Order  to 
ignore. 

The  cause  of  truth  shall  triumph  still,  and  spread  from 
shore  to  shore  ; 

And  when  strong  drink  is  wholly  swept  from  out  this 
happy  land. 

Our  sons  unborn  shall  rise  to  bless  the  Pleasance 
Temperance  Band. 

Chorus— Come,  come  away,  &c. 
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I hope  that  all  who  hear  me  sing  the  drunkard’s  cup 
will  shun, 

You’ll  make  me  happy  as  a king,  if  you  do  as  I’ve 
done ; 

And  now  I ask  before  I go,  that  you  along  with  me 

Will  thank  our  worthy  president,  and  give  him  three 
times  three. 

Chorus — Come  away,  &c. 

COME  WITH  ME  TO-NIGHT. 


Tune — “ ///  meet  ye  in  the  Lane." 

Oh,  come  with  me  to-night,  wife,  at  half-past  eight, 

I know  that  I am  right,  Avife,  so  don’t  be  late  ; 

No  more  drink  we’ll  be  tasting, 

V Health,  time,  and  money  wasting, 

For  now  we  must  be  hasting. 

To  join  the  Temperance  cause  ; 

Our  children  we’ll  be  telling. 

That  henceforth  from  our  dwelling 
Strong  drink  we’ll  be  expelling — 

We  have  Joined  the  Temperance  Cause. 

Chorus — Then  come  with  me  to-night,  wife,  at  half- 
past eight,  &c. 

I know  the  cause  is  good,  wife : we  can’t  be  wrong 

Strong,  drink  must  be  subdued,  wife,  before  it’s 
long  j 

So  now’s  th6  time  to  try  it,  and  we  must  not  deny  it. 

But  tell  folks  on  the  quiet,  to  come  and  join  our 
cause ; 

And  if  thro’  our  behaviour,  we  cure  a drunken  neigh- 
bour, 

’I'will  repay  our  labour  in  that  great  Temperance 
cause. 

Chorus — Then  come  AVith  me  to-night,  wife,  at  half- 
past eight,  &c. 
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FM  A SERGEANT  IN  THE  GOOD 
'I'EMPLARS’  CORPS. 


Tune— “ The  Tinker's  Weddin':' 

I think  I hear  some  of  you  say, 

“ Now  tell  me  how  you  are,  I pray?” 

A nd  that’s  what  I’m  about  to  do. 

I’ll  introduce  myself  to  you  : 

I want  recruits,  both  young  and  old. 
Determined  warriors,  stout  and  bold. 

To  drive  strong  drink  from  off  our  shore, 

• I’m  a sergeant  in  our  Good  Templars’  Corps. 

Chorus — So  gentlemen  and  ladies  too. 

Don’t  you  hear  me  call  on  you. 

Forsake  strong  drink,  nor  touch  it  more. 
Enlist  in  our  Good  Templars’  Corps. 

I think  I’ll  have  recruits  to-night, 

I see  them  on  my  left  and  right, 

'W’hose  smiling  faces  and  applause 
Show  how  they  love  the  Templars’  cause. 
Come  boldly  forward  to  the  fight. 

Nor  flinch  from  what  you  know  is  right. 
Shoulder  arms,  and  fire  away! 

Be  earnest  and  we’ll  win  the  day. 

Chorus — So  gentlemen  and  ladies,  too,  &c. 

Let  every  man  be  at  his  post, 

'Phere’s  not  a moment  to  be  lost ; 

The  foe  remorseless  is,  and  strong. 

But  we  shall  conquer  him  ere  long. 

Excelsior  1 let  our  war-cry  be,  • 

Press  boldly  on  to  victory  ! 

And  rest  not  day  or  night  till  we 
Aloud  proclaim — The  world  is  free  I 
Chorus — So  gentlemen  and  ladies,  too,  &c. 
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JAMIE  BELL. 


Tune — “ The  Organ  Grinder 
My  name  is — weel,  I ken  mysel’ — 

But  my  heart  it's  maist  half  broken, 

I’ve  lost  my  lad — they  ca’  him  Jamie  Bell — 

Now  ye  mauna’  think  I’m  jokin’ ; 

He  bade  at  the  head  o’  the  Can’lemaker  Rowd, 

And  his  faither  was  a Kiler, 

But  its  fifty-seven  months  since  he  gaed  awa’ 

To  learn  to  be  a Tiler. 

Spoken — Is  that  not  a lang  time  now,  you  lassies 
and  lads — I appeal  to  your  lovin’  hearts  and  affection- 
ate imaginations,  if  that’s  no’  a lang  time?  Ay,  an’ 
yet  his  image  is  as  fresh  in  the  e’e  winkers  o’  my  mind 
as  that  nicht  we  pairted  for  the  last  time  at  the  head 
o’  the  Cowgate;  an’  says  he  to  me,  “ Cheer  up  yer 
heart,  my  bonny  lassie.  I’ll  write  t’  ye  every  oor,  an’ 
come  back  in  twenty  days  an’  forty-twa  minutes  t’ 
marry  ye,  and  wha’ll  be  sae  happy  as  you  an’  me? 
Weel,  he  didna  write  to  me,  but  I thocht  I wad  write 
to  him,  so  this  is  the  contents  o’  the  letter  : — “ My 
dear  Jamie,  I dinna  ken  whaur  ye  are  th’  noo,  but  if 
yer  in  some  outlandish  place  whaur  ye  can  neither  get 
pen,  paper,  or  postage  stamp,  Avuld  ye  let  me  ken,  and 
I’ll  send  ye  some.  If  yer  not  coming  hame  th’  noo, 
my  bonny  laddie,  would  ye  send  me  a ginger-bread 
man  t’  pit  me  in  mind  o’  ye,  and  some  gundy  or 
sweeties  t’  pit  me  in  mind  o’  the  sweet  kisses  I used  t’ 
get  frae  ye  up  at  the  head  o’  the  Cowgate.”  Ah,  but 
for  a’  that,  I’ve  never  heard  a word  frae  him,  nor  seen 
a lock  o’  his  bonny  yellow  auburn  hair,  frae  that  day  t’ 
this. 

CHORU.S — But  I sit  and  I greet  for  my  bonny  Jamie  Bell, 
For  he  has  played  me  a dirty  trick,  sir; 

I wadna  care  tho’  I never  saw  himsel,’ 

If  I only  had  his  pictur’. 
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My  Jamie  was  a lad  wha  could  sing  a sang, 

Ay,  and  play  upon  the  fiddle  ; 

His  whiskers  waur  eleven  yairds  lang. 

And  he  kamed  them  wi’  a riddle  ; 

And  when  we  gaed  out  t’  tak’  a walk. 

In  the  ^^''estport  or  Grassmarket, 

The  lassies  wuld  stare  at  his  bonny  yellow  hair. 

Till  his  doggie  growled  and  barket. 

Spoken — Now  what  are  ye  a’  lauchin’  at  ? Ye  may 
believe  me  or  no,  but  it’s  the  rael  truth.  I’m  tellin’  ye 
that.  Ay,  an’  sae  weel  they  micht  stare  at  him  tae, 
for  it  wasna’  every  day  the  like  o’  my  Jamie  was  to  be 
fund — na’,  if  ye  was  t’  search  braid  Scotland,  Ireland, 
Australia,  Ameriker,  Portabello,  and  Newliaven,  ye 
widna’  find  yin  that  wuld  hae  ony  chance  wi’my  Jamie. 
So  considerin’  a’  that,  it’s  no’ t’  be  wunnert  at — 

Chorus — That  I sit  and  I greet,  &c. 

I wunner  whaur  the  callant  has  gane — 

Whiles  I think  I hear  him  whistle; 

I believe  he’s  across  the  ragin’  main, 

T’  gather  whales  and  mussel ! 

The  thocht  o’t  maks  me  like  t’  dee, 

For  I lov’d  him  like  a brither  ; 

If  he’ll  no’  come  back  t’  marry  me. 

I’ll  never  tak’  anither. 

Spoken — Ah,  I dinna  ken  aboot  that  either,  tho’ — 
I think  I’m  speakin’  rather  fast  th’  noo,  for  it’s  no  a 
very  comfortable  thing  for  a bonny  lassie  like  me  t’  be 
an  auld  maid,  sittin’  in  a garret  wi’  a cat  an’  a parrot, 
an’  maybe  a teapot  wi’  a broken  Stroup;  so  if  ony  o’ 
you  lads  is  inclined  t’  tak’  a wife,  an’  wuld  like  me,  ye 
maun  first  let  me  ken,  an’  I’ll  think  aboot  it,  an’ 
gie  ye  an  answer  in  a day  or  twa;  but,  mind  ye, 
if  I was  married  t’  ye,  the  morn — 

Chorus — I wuld  aye  sit  an’  greet,  &c. 
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THE  CRAB. 


A MEDLEY FOUNDED  UPON  A FAIRY  TALE. 


Tune — “ U?icle  Ned” 

There  was  once  a King,  but  I can’t  tell  his  name  ; 

I suppose  he  is  dead  long  ago — 

He  was  wise,  he  was  good,  he  had  honour,  wealth,  and 
fame. 

And  was  loved  by  the  high  and  the  low. 

This  monarch  and  his  pretty  little  vafe. 

They  lived  all  their  days  free  from  strife, 

But  the  Queen  was  melancholy,  for  she  never  could 
obtain 

Any  offspring  to  bless  her  wedded  life. 

Tune — “ Down  by  a Grove.” 

Down  by  the  sea-side  she  often  wandered. 

Just  as  the  Sun  began  to  rise. 

And  there  she’d  stay  till  after  midnight, 

Which  filled  her  husband  with  great  surprise. 
Spoken — On  these  occasions  when  he  saw  her  rise 
to  depart,  he  usually  addressed  her  in  the  following 
manner  : — 

Tune — “ Good-bye  John.” 

Good-bye  my  own. 

Don’t  stay  long. 

Come  back  again  to  your  o^\'^l  little  husband. 

For  my  heart  beats  so. 

When  from  me  you  go 

I’ve  no  one  left  to  love  me. 

Tune — “ The  Bonny  wee  Wiiidotv.” 

One  day  as  she  walked. 

On  the  water  she  gazed. 

But  all  on  a sudden  she  stood  quite  amazed, 
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For  a Crab  ten  feet  long  came  and  made  her  a bow, 
Saying,  “ Tell  me,  dear  madam,  what  ails  you  just  now, 
With  your  sighing  and  crying,  sighing  and  crying, 
sighing  and  crying 
The  ft'hole  live-long  day.” 

Said  the  Queen,  “ I’ve  a husband  that’s  loving  and 
kind. 

Fine  clothes  and  rich  jewels,  but  these  I don’t  mind. 
For  there’s  one  thing  I can’t  buy,  although  I am  rich. 
It’s  a son  or  a daughter,  I don’t  care  which  ; 

So  I’m  sighing  and  crying,  sighing  and  crying,  sighing 
and  crying 

The  whole  live-long  day.” 

Tune — “ The  great  Sea-Stiake” 

The  Crab  then  said  “ You’ll  have  your  wish, 
’Twill  be  a daughter  fair; 

I’ve  got  six  sisters  and  they  li\'e 
In  a castle  away  dowh  there. 

Now,  madam,  you  must  dry  your  tears. 

My  sisters  you  must  see. 

That  you  may  also  hear  from  them 
Just  what  you  heard  from  me.”  ' 

QUEEN  REPLIES. 

Tune — “ Good  News  from  Home." 

Good  news,  indeed,  good  news  for  me. 

This  Crab  has  brought  from  the  deep  blue  sea  ; 
Your  sisters  six  I’ll  now  go  see. 

Then  you’ll  come  home  and  dine  with  me. 
Spoken — And  the  King  shall  have  a distinguished 
visitor  for  once  in  his  life. 

Tune — “ Willie's  gane  to  Melville  Castle." 

Away  they  sped  to  fairy  castle. 

Queen  and  Crab  and  all. 

The  sisters  met  her  at  the  door, 

And  led  her  to  the  hall; 

Each  gave  a flower  for  her  to  name. 
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Whene’er  her  babe  was  born, 

That  she  might  bring  them  to  the  feast 
Upon  the  happy  morn. 

Tune — “ The  Troubadore." 

The  King  then  heard  liis  lady-love  singing  at  the 
door — 

“ Oh,  my  husband,  I’ve  come  home ; I’ll  never  wander 
more ; 

Mistress  Crab  is  here  with  me. 

But  oh,  what  news  we  bring — 

You  shall  be  a daddy  soon. 

My  husband,  lord,  and  king.” 

Spoken — And  so  he  was,  and  this  is  what  they 
all  sung : — 

“ Cheer,  Boys,  cheer,  the  Queen  has  got  a daughter. 
Cheer,  Boys,  cheer,  let’s  all  be  blythe  and  gay ; 

The  story  was  true  the  Crab  brought  from  the  water. 
But  who  should  have  thought  to  have  seen  this 
blissful  day?” 

The  flowers  then  were  named,  and  heedless  of  the 
weather. 

Came  Lily,  Violet,  Rose ; came  Tulip,  Mint,  and 
Thyme — 

The  old  and  young,  they  all  rejoiced  together. 

The  cannons  they  did  roar,  and  the  bells  did  loudly 
chime. 

Spoken — Everything  comes  to  an  end  sometime, 
and  as  the  Crab  was  not  in  the  Catalogue  of  the 
flowers  named,  their  joy  was  speedily  brought  to  a 
conclusion. 

Tune — Ghost  Scene  from  Molly  the  Betrayed.” 

As  the  infant  asleep  in  her  gold  cradle  lay, 

A huge  Crab  approached  her,  and  this  she  did  say — 

“ Wake  up,  lovely  baby,  I’ve  come  here  for  thee. 

The  Queen  is  ungrateful,  let  her  punishment  be 


That  you  shall  be  drowned  in  the  depths  of  the  sea 
At  the  spot  you  received  the  glad  tidings  from  me.” 
Spoken — The  Queen  found  she  had  got  into  a 
mess,  and  this  is  how  she  tried  to  get  out  of  it : — 
Tune — Have  you  sem  the  Ghost” 

“ Humbly  I apologise,  for  now  I see  I’m  wrong, 

1 thought  your  sisters  let  you  know  that  you’d  be 
here  ere  long ; 

‘But  pearls  and  diamonds  rich  and  rare 
I shall  on  you  bestow, 

So  don’t  take  my  babe  away — 

I cannot  let  her  go.” 

Spoken — The  Crab  was  not  to  be  got  over  in  that 
fashion  ; she  came  for  the  child,  and  the  child  she 
would  have,  so  she  fought  and  tore  and  stamped  and 
swore,  till  at  length  the  King’s  rage  knew  no  bounds, 
and  he  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  this  style  : — 

Tune — Poor  Mary  Aime” 

“ Crab  by  name  and  Crab  by  nature. 

What’s  brought  you  here  ? 

Oh,  you  hideous,  monstrous  creature. 

Walk  out  from  here. 

You’ve  too  much  drink. 

So  I’ll  not  heed  you. 

But  to  the  station-house  I’ll  lead  you. 

And  there  on  bread  and  water  feed  you. 

That  will  stop  your  beer.” 

Tune — “ The  Six  Magnificent  Bricks.” 

So  the  Bobby  caine  in,  and  they  had  the  Crab  carried 
out. 

But  soon  she  returned,  and  the  sisters  stood  round 
about ; 

They  fought  right  and  left  ’till  at  last  they  had  kicked 
her  out. 

Just  for  to  finish  the  spree. 

They  popped  the  Crab  into  a sack. 
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Hurrah  ! Hurrah ! 

And  placed  her  on  the  Bobby’s  back, 

Hurrah ! Hurrah  ! 

They  led  her  off  to  the  station-house, 

And  her  sisters  let  her  see 
That  the  Six  Magnificent  Bricks 
Were  quite  as  determined  as  she. 

Spoken — The  infant  in  the  cradle  thought  it  now 
her  time  to  speak,  and  she  addressed  her  mother 
thus  : — 

“ Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

^Vhen  new  ones  come  our  way  ; 

The  Crab,  dear  mother,  brought  you  joy 
On  that  eventful  day  ; 

How  could  you  so  ungrateful  prove, 

As  not  to  keep  in  mind? 

You  ought  to  have  invited  her 
For  Auld  LangSyn-e.” 

IT'S  NOO  HIGH  TIME  I WAS  MARRIED. 


Tune — I’m  a Young  Alan.” 

Noo  I’m  a braw  lassie,  wi’  guid  claes  an’  plenty, 

A wee  pickle  siller  an’  a’, 

Baith  weel-faurt  and  sonsie,  and  rosey  and  dainty, 
Will  nane  o’  ye  tak’  me  awa’  ? 

Chorus — For  it’s  noo  high  time  I was  married  ye  see, 
I wuld  like  tae  be  settled  in  life, 

I think  a bit  laddie  could  hardly  dae  better 
Than  tak’  me  an’  mak’  me  his  wife. 

I can  shape,  I can  shew,  and  am  real  guid  at  spinnin’. 
I’ll  keep  ye  aye  cosy  an’  braw. 

I’ll  clean  up  yer  hoose.  I’ll  attend  t’  yer  linnen 
An’  darn  yer  stockins  an’  a.’ 

Chorus — For  it’s  noo  high  time  I was  mamed,  ye 
see,  &:c. 
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I micht  hae  a Sodger,  I micht  liae  a Sailor, 

A Butcher,  a Baker,  a Sweep, 

A Mason,  a Wricht,  a Shoemaker,  or  Tailor, 

Or  a Laird  wha  his  carriage  does  keep. 

Chorus — For  it’s  noo  high  time  I was  married,  &c. 

I’ll  no  fash  my  head  wi’  political  matters. 

Like  Ladies  that  gar  me  think  shame ; 

But  let  them  come  t’  me  wi’  clavers  and  clatters. 

I’ll  tell  them  their  place  is  at  hame. 

Chorus — For  it’s  noo  high  time  I was  married,  &c. 

I’m  maistly  gane  oot  o’  my  senses  wi’  anger, 

I may  speak  till  the  day  that  I dee. 

But  I see  that’s  needless  t’  stand  ony  langer, 
There’s  naebody  here  wantin’  me. 

Chorus — For  it’s  noo  high  time  I was  married.  See. 

JOHNNY  SHORT. 


Tune — “ Tommy  Dodd." 

Kind  frien’s,  I’m  glad  t’  see  ye  a,’ 

Nell  Tamson  is  my  name. 

And  Johnny  Short  comes  courtin’  me, 

I’m  sure  I’m  no  t’  blame. 

I ance  was  his  and  only  his — 

I liked  him  as  my  life. 

And  gin  he  had  been  true  t’  me, 

I micht  hae  been  his  wife. 

Chorus — Johnny  Short,  ye’r  surely  daft, 

Johnny  Short,  Johnny  Short, 

* Dae  ye  really  think  that  I’m  sae  saft  ? 

Johnny  Short,  Johnny  Short ; 
AVhen  I was  puir  ye  slichtet  me, 
Johnny  Short,  Johnny  Short ; 

And  tho’  an  auld  maid  I should  dee. 
I’ll  no  hae  Johnny  Short. 


29 


He  left  me  for  the  sake  o’  geai\ 

And  courted  Shauchlin  Jean  ; 

She  had  twa  club  feet,  a turned-up  nose, 
And  a pair  o’  goggle  een  : 

A great  big  hump  upon  her  back. 

Her  tongue  it  gaed  cleish  clash  ; 

But  Jock  was  blind  t’  a’  her  faut’s, 

For  she  had  lots  o’  cash. 

Chorus — ^Johnny  Short,  ye’r  surely  daft,  &c. 

Yae  day  I heard  some  waefu’  news. 

My  Auntie  Kate  did  dee, 

And,  puir  auld  body,  she  had  left 
Her  siller  a’ t’  me; 

So  thro’  the  country  round  aboot. 

The  news  gaed  like  a bell. 

And  Johnny  Short  came  slinkin’  back. 
And  ca’ed  me  his  dear  Nell. 

Chorus — Johnny  Short,  ye’r  surely  daft,  &c. 

But  if  my  mither  had.  her  way, 

I wuld  be  Johnny’s  bride; 

She  says  there’s  no  a finer  lad 
In  a’  the  country  side  ; 

Weel,  if  she’s  pleased,  I’m  quite  content. 
It’s  a’  the  same  to  Nell ; 

But  gin  she’ll  tak’  a frien’s  advice. 

She’ll  marry  him  hersel.’ 

Chorus — Johnny  Short,  ye’r  surely  daft,  &c. 

Waes  me.  I’m  stan’in’  here  ower  lang. 

I’ll  bid  you  a’  guid  day. 

For  noo  I’ve  got  anither  lad. 

They  ca’  him  Sandy  Gray  ; 

And  I’m  to  be  his  wife  ere  lang, 

I named  the  day  yestreen ; 

Sae  Johnny  Short,  ye  hae  no  chance, 

Gae  back  to  Shauchlin  Jean. 

Chorus — Johnny  Short,  ye’r  surely  daft,  &c. 
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PARODY  ON  LONGFELLOW'S  EXCELSIOR. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 

As  up  Lord  Cockburn  Street  there  passed 
A swell  who  Avore  upon  his  head 
A hat  whose  outside  plainly  said — ' 

EmenschicoiT ! 

His  nose  was  red,  his  eye  was  black. 

Large  streaks  of  mud  bedecked  his  back. 

And  like  an  old  tin-kettle  rung 

The  accents  of  that  Avell-known  tongue — 

Emenschikoff ! 

Move  not  a step,”  the  Bobby  said, 

“ Or  else  you’ll  kill  and  break  your  head, 

The  Market  stair  is  deep  and  wide;” 

But  loud  that  husky  voice  replied — 

Emenschicoff ! 

“ Stay,”  said  the  blooming  oyster  lass, 

“ We’ll  both  go  in  and  have  one  glass.” 

A tear  stood  in  his  bloodshot  eye, 

But  still  he  gave  the  stifled  cry — 

Emenschicoff ! 

“ Beware  the  tramways  on  the  street. 

Beware  the  great  velocipede.” 

'riiis  was  the  Bobby’s  last  good-night, 

A A’oice  replied,  “ I am  all  right — 

Emenschicoff !” 

But  as  the  Bobby  went  his  round, 

Half  buried  in  the  mud  was  found 
A swell  who  wore  upon  his  head 
A hat  whose  outside  plainly  said — 

Emenschicoff! 

He  tumlded  home  at  break  of  day. 

And  all  bedaubed  with  mud  he  lay, ' 

And  from  his  lonely  attic  floor . 

■ A voice  fell  like  a Donkey’s  roar — 

Emenschicoff ! 
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AN  APPEAL  TO  THE  INHABITANTS  OF 
GLASGOW,  BY  THE  CATHEDRAL. 


Citizens  of  Glasgow,  will  you  listen  to  the  voice  of 
an  old  friend  ? Indeed  I am  a very  old  friend,  for  I 
came  into  existence  in  the  year  1123  ; and  you  may 
judge  that  I have  seen  a good  many  ups  and  downs 
during  the  long  period  which  has  elapsed  from  that 
date.  I am  the  mother  of  you  all,  my  dear  children, 
and  take  a deep  interest  in  your  welfare  ; and,  wliile  I 
congratulate  you  on  the  great  progress  you  have  made 
in  the  Arts  and  Sciences,  there  still  prevails  in  your 
midst  a mighty  evil  which 'throws  all  your  impro\e- 
ments  in  the  shade  j and  to  which,  I am  sorry  to  say, 
the  majority  of  you  are  totally  indifferent — I mean  the 
evil  arising  from  the  use  of  intoxicating  liquors.  . My 
dear  children,  I feel  proud  when  numbers  of  you 
come,  day  after  day,  to  pay  your  respects  to  me,  but 
it  grieves  me  much  when  any  of  you  come  under  the 
influence  of  strong  drink.  And  when  from  my 
windows  I behold  men  and  women  ruined,  their 
prospects  blighted — many  of  them  cut  off  in  the 
meridian  of  life  —and  little  children  running  to  and  fro 
without  food,  clothing,  or  education — neglected  by 
their  natural  guardians,  and  despised  by  their  more 
fortunate  brethren — I am  ready  to  exclaim.  How  long  is 
this  work  of  destruction  to  go  on  ? You  cannot  be 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  something  must  be  done,  but 
you  throw  the  burden  entirely  off  your  shoulders,  and 
lay  it  upon  the  poor  drunkard  who  is  not  able  to  bear 
it.  I,  who  have  existed  for  upwards  of  700  yeais, 
know  well  tliat  when  a man  or  a woman  has  once 
acquired  the  appetite  for  strong  drink,  it  is  almost 
impos-sible  to  resist  it,  so  long  as  the  temptation  is  in 
their  way.  'When  Father  Matthew,  the  great  Apostle 
of  Temperance,  visited  this  City,  thousands  flocked 
to  his  standard,  and  that  great  and  good  man  brought 


many  from  tlie  depths  of  degradation  into  society, 
clothed,  and  in  tlieir  right  mind.  He  left  the  City, 
but  there  was  still  the  temptation.  Numbers  fell 
before  it,  and  in  many  cases  it  might  truly  be  said, 
the  last  state  of  that  man  and  of  that  woman  was 
worse  than  the  first.  To  you  who  have  come  out  and 
taken  up  arms  against  the  common  enemy  of  the 
countr}',  I say.  Go  on  and  take  courage,  for  the  work 
is  the  Lord’s,  and  He  in  his  own  good  time  will  give  you 
the  victory.  Now  I turn  to  you  who  can  take  your 
glass  and  let  it  alone.  With  you  the  responsibility 
rests.  It  is  you  that  must  strike  the  blow  for  the 
liberty  of  which  you  boast  so  much.  You  think 
yourselves  freemen  now ; but,  believe  me,  every  time 
you  put  the  glass  to  your  lips  you  add  a link  to  the 
chain  which  binds  the  poor  drunkard ; and  who 
knows  but  that  you  are  imperceptibly,  yet  surely, 
entangling  )'ourselves  in  the  same  fetters.  Did  you 
ever  watch  the  progress  of  a drunken  husband  ? Step 
by  step  he  pursues  the  downward  course.  See  his  wife, 
whom  he  promised  at  the  altar  to  love  and  cherish, 
toiling  day  by  day,  as  best  she  can,  to  earn  a liveli- 
hood for  herself  and  children,  and  going  home  in  the 
evening,  weary  and  forlorn,  to  wait  his  return,  and 
bear,  with  patient  submission,  his  cruel  treatment.  At 
last  her  bodily  strength  gives  way,  and  she  sinks  into 
a premature  grave.  In  the  moments  of  sober  reflec- 
tion, his  conscience  stings  like  an  adder.  He  sees 
her  upward,  pleading  eyes,  and  hears  her  kind  and 
earnest  entreaties,  and,  it  may  be,  hastens  to  her  grave 
to  implore  forgiveness,  but  all  in  vain.  There  is  no 
comfort  for  him.  He  is  wretched  and  miserable. 
Moderate  drinker,  pause  ere  it  be  too  late,  or  that 
man’s  case  may  one  day  be  yours.  Again,  behold  the 
drunken  mother,  and  the  children  whom  God  hath 
given  her  to  nourish  and  protect.  How  has  she 
fulfilled  her  trust  ? One  by  one  they  pine  away  and 
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die,  through  her  negligence.  The  voice  of  their  blood 
crieth  to  her  from  the  ground.  She  can  find  no  rest 
day  or  night.  Where  do  those  poor,  wretched, 
creatures  seek  for  balm  and  consolation  to  their 
wounded  spirits  ? They  flee  for  refuge  to  that  which 
has  been  the  cause  of  all  their  misery,  and  at  last  end 
their  unhappy  existence  in  a drunkard’s  grave.  The 
picture  I have  drawn  is  no  mere  fable  or  conjecture. 
It  is  a scene  which  is  enacted  daily  on  the  stage  of 
life.  I implore  you  to  lay  this  matter  seriously  to 
heart.  Show  to  the  world  that  you  can  really  let  the 
drink  alone  ; go  and  join  the  noble  band  who  have 
borne  the  burden  in  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  help 
them,  “for  the  harvest  truly  is  plenteous,  but  the 
labourers  are  few.”  Remove  the  temptation  from  the 
path  of  the  drunkard,  and  this  shall  indeed  be  a free 
country.  My  last  appeal  is  to  you  who  are  set  apart 
to  proclaim  the  everlasting  Gospel.  You  are  doubly 
responsible,  because  you  are  looked  up  to  for  advice 
and  for  example,  and  if  you  wish  to  be  successful  in 
your  own  good  work,  you  must  give  up  the  drink 
yourselves.  In  your  visitation  discourage  its  use  ; and 
from  your  pulpits  make  it  a part  of  your  doctrine  to 
denounce  it  as  a sin  against  God,  and  an  agency  of 
the  wicked  one.  You  may  say  with  the  Psalmist, 
“ the  lines  are  fallen  unto  you  in  pleasant  places.” 
Carry  your  imagination  back  with  me  into  ages  long 
gone  by.  How  different  was  the  lot  of  your  fore- 
fathers, who  fought  and  bled  for  religious  liberty ; 
when  in  deep  dales  and  caves  of  the  earth,  at  the 
dead  of  night,  the  thunders  roaring  and  the  lightning 
flashing,  they  poured  forth,  with  boldness  and  elo- 
quence, to  their  faithful  followers,  the  glad  tidings  of 
the  Gospel,  and  while  the  voice  of  prayer  and  the 
hymn  of  thanksgiving  ascended  to  the  Throne  of 
Jehovah  on  high,  they  every  moment  expected  to  hear 
the  footsteps  of  the  bloodhounds,  who  Avere  constantly 
on  their  track.  They  fought  the  good  fight,  but  yon 
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are  reaping  tlie  reward,  and  yet  you  sit,  every  man, 
under  his  own  vine  and  fig  tree,  none  daring  to  make 
you  a prey,  and  see  thousands  of  your  fellow-creatures 
hurled  into  perdition  by  means  of  that  deadly  poison. 
Will  you  make  no  effort  to  quench  the  flame  of  intem- 
perance ? What  if  these  men  were  to  rise  up  against 
you  in  the  Judgment  ? They  could  tell  }’Ou  that  your 
task  was  an  easy  one  compared  with  theirs ; for  you 
have  no  such  sacrifice  to  make.  You  have  only  to 
raise  your  voice,  and  never  cease  till  strong  drink  is 
banished  from  amongst  you.  Then,  and  then  only, 
you  have  happiness  in  your  home,  prosperity  in  every 
Christian  Church,  and  peace  and  plenty  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land.  My  dear 
children,  I entreat  you  all  in  the  name  of  God,  and  in 
the  strength  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  to  begin  from 
this  day  and  go  on  in  the  good  work  determinedly, 
unitedly,  and  vigorously  3 and,  depend  upon  it,  you 
shall  soon  see  the  fruits  of  your  labour.  In  twenty 
years  hence  I shall  rejoice  with  mingled  pleasure  at 
the  great  reformation,  and  will  have  the  happy  satisfac- 
tion that  I have  not  raised  my  voice  in  vain. — The 
Cathedral. 


S A B B A T H - S C H O O L SONG, 


Tune — “ Ihe  Merry  Month  of  y^une:' 

We  love  the  Sabbath-school, 

We  love  to  read  and  pray; 

With  joy  each  heart  is  full 
Upon  God's  holy  day. 

Chorus — How  thankful  we  to  God  should  be, 

Let  praise  employ  each  girl  and  bo)'; 
Wc’ll  })rize  thfe  day,  all  days  above, 
AN'hich  calls  to  mind  the  Saviour’s  love. 
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May  strife  and  envy  cease, 

Nor  in  our  breast  be  found  ; 

May  love  and  joy  and  peace 
Still  more  and  more  abouiul, 

And  may  the  rule  thus  taught  in  school 
Through  every  day  direct  our  way. 

Chorus — How  thankful,  &c. 

Our  faithful  Pastor’s  voice 
We  children  love  to  hear  ; 

It  makes  each  heart  rejoice, 

For  we  his  name  revere. 

He  bids  us  shun  the  Evil  One, 

And  points  the  road  that  leads  to  God. 

Chorus — How  thankful,  ifec. 
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